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She has a passion for 
clothing and style, 
especially anything 
pink. When she grows 
up, she wants to be a 
fashion editor. 


Cheerful and kind, she 
loves traveling and 
meeting rodents from 
all over the world. She 
has a magic touch when 
it comes to technology. 


She's the bookworm of 


the group, and she loves 
learning. She enjoys 
classical music and 


dreams of becoming a 
k famouse violinist. j 








She is a great mechanic: 
Give her a screwdriver 
and she'll fix anything! 
She loves pizza, which 
she eats every day, and 
she loves to cook. 


She comes from Australia 
and is very enthusiastic 
about sports and nature. 
She loves being outside 
and is always ready to get 
up and go! 











Do you want to help the Thea 
Sisters in this new adventure? It's 
not hard — just follow the clues! 

When you see this magnifying 
glass, pay attention: It means 
there's an important clue on the 
page. Each time one appears, 
we'll review the clues so we don't 
miss anything. 

ARE YOU READY? 

A NEW MYSTERY AWAITS! 
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It was the end of the fall term at Mouseford 
Academy and the Thea Sisters were super 
excited. They had spent the last few weeks 
studying for exams, and it was time for a 
much-deserved vacation! 

That morning, the sisters gathered in 
Colette and Pamela’s room to discuss their 
trip. They still needed to buy PLANE 
tickets, make hotel reservations, and pack 
their suitcases. 

But first, they needed to make the 
most important decision . 
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©PERATion VAeATioni 



“Why don’t we take a tour of the most 
popular winter FL6A MARKGTS?” Colette 
suggested, looking up from Paulina’s tablet. 
“This site says that there are tons of places 
to visit.” 

“D/3B0D3Q'! idea!” Paulina replied 
enthusiastically. 

“Or we could go skiing in the Swiss Alps, i 
could test out my skills on a black diamond,” 
Nicky suggested. 

“Or I could test out this new swimsuit 
at an ISLAND RESORT,” Violet added, 
holding up her new purchase. 

“What do you think, Pam?” Nicky asked 
her friend, who was busy fixing Violet’s 

CAOCVL 

“Hold on, I’m almost done...” Pam replied, 
tightening the last screw. 

“Okay, your clock is ticking,” she said, 
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©PERATion VAeATioM 



passing the device to her friend. 

“You’re the best, Pam!” Violet squeaked, 
happily giving her a wmiM hug. She 
was thrilled that her friend had been able to 
fix the old alarm clock. It had sentimental 
value. The clock had been a gift from her 
dear CRANNY when she went off to school 
and reminded her of home. 

“Squeaking of kicking clocks, we better 
get moving on our vacation plans,” Colette 
insisted. “Time is running out!” 

“Coco’s right, it might even be too late to 
make reservations,” Paulina agreed. 

Right then Pam’s cell phone 
in her pocket. She pulled it out and checked 
her notifications. 

“M©!!ey cltoeese, talk about timing!” 
she squeaked, staring at an email. 

Then she began reading the email aloud. 
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When Pam finished reading, Paulina did a 
quick search on her tablet. 

“Oh my goodmouse! The 
EflSEBH sounds amazing according 
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©PERATion VAfiATtoni 


to this travel site! The forest looks magical 
and there are tons of picturesque villages to 
visit,” she informed her friends. 

“Does it say anything about the carnival?” 
Nicky asked. 

“Yes, apparently it’s a bi^ GV^nb, with 
clock exhibits, folk dancing, and food stands 
with local delicacies.” 

“I’d love that!” squeaked Violet and Nicky 
together. 

“Me too!” added Colette, grinning excitedly. 

“BlacK Forest... here we 

Q comer Pam exclaimed. 
_ She typed out a 



to Hans as Paulina 
booked everyone 
tickets for a flight to 
Germany. 
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Meanwhile, the rest of the Thea Sisters 
into action. Now that they knew 
where they were going, they could start 
packing their bags. 

Excited squeaks filled the room. The Thea 
Sisters were off on another 
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WELComE, TUEA 
gigTERgi 


A few days later, the Thea Sisters boarded 

their flight bound for the inssi 





After takeoff, Paulina pulled out her tablet 
and started reading aloud about the airport 
and their first destination: FREIBURG. 

“Do you mouselets want to hear something 
interesting? It says here that we are landing 
at the only airport in the 

whole world.” 

“What does that mean?” Pamela asked, 
confused. 

“Well, it says the airport was built by 
Switzerland on French territory, but it 
also services the town of Freiburg, in 
Germany.” 
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WELfiomE, TUEA SigTER,S‘ 





COOL! It’s like going to three different 
countries at the same time,” her friend noted. 

“What’s the plan after we land? How long 
will it take to get to FREIBURG?” Colette 
chimed in. 

Paulina explained that they would board 
a bus when they arrived at the airport that 
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WELfiomE, TUEA SiSTERS! 




would take them on an hour-long ride to 
the city of FREIBURG. The sisters were 
thrilled they would have time to check out 
the countryside as soon as they arrived. 

Twenty minutes later, the mouselets stared 
out the bus windows, M 05 M 0 R°Z 0 C by the 
dense woods and snow-covered peaks on the 
ride to Freiburg. 

“it’s like being in a fairyland:’ 
Violet exclaimed. 

“You said it, Vi!” Colette joined in. 
“Cheesecake! This is going to be one 
fabumouse vacation! Did you know this area 
is referred to as Baden-Wiirttemberg?” 

“Yes, this is a state of Germany!” Pamela 
said. 

Transfixed by the incredible scenery, the 
time jF£^1 by and soon the bus was 
pulling into the station. 
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WELfiomE, TUEA SiSTER,gi 


The Thea Sisters were welcomed by the 
sun shining warmly in a cloudless blue sky. 

“I read that Freiburg is also called the 
SUNNY city. Now I know why!” Violet 
exclaimed, a smile on her snout. 

“How funny, the GaSthaUS* that Hans 
recommended has something to do with 
the sun, too,” Pam explained. “It’s called 
{ONNFNtTRMU, which in German means 
‘ray of sun.’” 

Paulina typed the address of the guesthouse 
into her cell phone, then led the way through 
the immaculate streets. The Thea Sisters love 
walking through the places they visit. Its the 
best way to really see the sights. The streets 
were lined with bright, COLOR UL, 
Bavarian-style buildings. 

“Everything here is so neat and clean,” 
Violet observed, admiring the houses and 

- 11 - 

*Gasthaus means “guesthouse,” or a small inn. 






WELfiomE, TUEA SiSTERS' 



their windows, adorned with lovely curtains 

and Fl°W£f?V><>TS 

When they reached a sunny BILLOW 
house with tiea.! shutters, Paulina said, 
“This is it! This is where we’ll be staying!” 

“Oh, how cute!” Colette gushed, clapping 
her paws. 































































































FR£?BUR6, THE 
JEWEL OF THE 
BLACK FOREST 


The sisters were delighted to discover the 
guesthouse was as inciting on the inside as 
it was on the outside. After depositing their 
bags, the mouselets relaxed in a charming, 
sitting room with warm cups of 

herbal tea. 



“Is everyone ready for some 
sightseeing?” Violet asked a 
while later after they finished 
their drinks. 

“How about we check 
out the old town and the 

CATH6DRAL first?” Paulina 

suggested, reading from her 
guidebook. 
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FR.EI&UR.6, TUE JEWEL OF TUE BLA6K FOR.EST 


“Good idea,” Pam replied, unfolding 
the tourist map the owner of the 

gave them. “I know we have 
our smartphones, but this map clearly 
indicates all the important sights, as well as 
the train and bus stations.” 

“LOOK, our guesthouse is marked, 
too!” Violet said, pointing to it 
on the map. 

“Perfect!” Pam continued. 

“We’ll have no problem finding 
our way back home. Let’s go!” 

Pulling on their coats, the 
Thea Sisters scurried outside 
into the fegrfiSOffi® streets, 
ready to explore. 

“Hmm ... what smells so good?” 

Pam asked, sniffing the air. She 
headed toward a small food stand in 
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FR,Ei£UR,6, TUE JEWEL OF TME &LA6K FOREST 
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the comer of a 
square. 

Paulina flipped through the pages of her 
guidebook. “Here it is! I knew I saw a picture 
of them. What you are SCflGHHOCOG 
is the traditional German and Austrian 
PRETZEL,” she said, reading aloud. 

“Pretzels! I love pretzels! And these look 
whisker-licking delicious!” Pam declared, 
making a beeline for the stand. She returned 
a few minutes later holding a bag with two 
large, wanna®, FRAGRANT pretzels. 

“Try it; it’s still hot and delicious!” she 
squeaked. 

The mouselets each tried a piece of the 
pretzel and agreed with their friend. It was 

YUMMY! 

Munching on the pretzels, the sisters 
continued exploring the quaint little streets. 


16 









FR.ET&UR.6, TUE JEWEL OF TME &LA6K FOR.EST 


Suddenly, Nicky noticed something UNUSUAL. 

“Is that running water?” she asked, pointing 
to a small canal in the middle of the street. 

“What is it? It continues past the corner,” 
Paulina noted. “Let’s check it out.” 


“Wait a minute, I remember an article 
I read in the guidebook about these canals. 
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FR,Ei£UR,6 ( TUE JEWEL OF TME 2LA5K FOREST 


They’re called BflCHLC, which I think 
means —” Colette began. 

‘“Narrow streams!”’ Paulina interrupted 
her, reading from her tablet. 

“And if I remember correctly, they were 
built in the fiddle Age S to bring water to 
town,” Colette continued. 

Paulina nodded her head in agreement. 
“That’s right, Coco!” she exclaimed. “They 
are now a FAMOUSE Freiburg 
landmark.” 

The Thea Sisters walked along the Bachle 
for a bit and noticed that other tourists were 
doing just the same. Some young mouselets 
were even having fun PtLQQTFODnGg toy 
boats in them! 

Eventually, the mouselets reached a 
majestic cathedral positioned in the 
middle of the square. 
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The BACHLE are narrow canals that run along the 
edge of the streets. They were built to supply the 
town with water and to keep it clean. Today they 
are a very special Freiburg landmark, especially loved 
by all the children. According to a local legend, 
anyone who accidentally steps into the Bdchle will 
visit Freiburg again. 

























































FR,E?£UR6, TUE JEWEL OF TUE &LA5K FOREST 




“Holey cheese! That is so impressive!” Pam 
exclaimed, her eyes as she stared 

up at the imposing building. 

Paulina wasted no time and started 
SN3PPil\l6 pictures. The Thea Sisters would 
never forget this incredible day! 
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FREIBURG 


i 



UcwJ^l^_ 

The Kaufhaus is a historic 
merchants 7 hall. Every day, 
a flea market takes place in 
the square opposite it. 






. . . time for a rest and 
a delicious meal! 


Tlie Cathedral 


Freiburg / s Cathedral is a 
clear example of a huge 
Gothic church. It is so big 
that it took 350 years to 
build it! 















































HERBERT LAI16E, 
mAgTER 
SLoeKmAKER 


After a good night’s sleep, the Thea Sisters 
woke up the next day full of A They 

couldn’t wait to continue their exciting trip 

to the HlllElSlI HSlSfPiilSS. 

“Hans just texted me. He says if we want, 
we can take the pue to ^oJvMbaxJb to meet 
him,” Pam said. 

“Perfect! I’ll download the i MDEMLE 
on my tablet,” Paulina replied. 

Throwing on their warm coats, the 
mouselets chatted happily as they headed for 
the bus station. 

As promised, as soon as the iHoDSeletS 
got off the bus, Hans was waiting for them. 
“PAM! It’s so great to see you again!” 
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UER.£ER,T LAD6E, mAgTER, fiLofiKmAKER. 



Hans exclaimed with a BIG smile on his 
snout. “And these must be your friends, the 

TMEA SigTER,g!” 

“I’m Colette, and this is Nicky, Violet, 
and Paulina,” Colette squeaked, introducing 
herself and her friends. 





Thea sisters! 


VA\,* ans! 


We * c o,r, e/ 
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MER.&ER.T LAD6E, mASTER, fiLoeKmAKER, 


Hans led Pam and her friends toward the 
v/OTPkShop where he was working as an 
apprentice. 

Schonach was a lovely little village 
surrounded by snoW-coVered mountains. 
Although the winter sun was sUsfirafrag 
brightly, a cold wind greeted the mouselets. 

Colette remarked, huddling in 

her jacket. 

“It is colder here than in FREIBURG/’ 
Hans explained. “But don’t worry. We are 
almost there!” 

Herbert Lange’s workshop was at the very 
end of a steep little street up a hill. 

When the group finally reached the top, 
they couldn’t help but notice the lM!3ll)l0Kill() 
view of the village and valleys below. 

“Here we are!” Hans declared, ushering 
the Thea Sisters into the workshop. 







HERBERT LAIISE, mASTER CLoSKmAKER 


“WOW, this place 
busy!” Nicky observed 
as tourists spilled in 
and out of the shop. 



“It’s because of the 
carnival. Everyone in 
town knows that one of 
Master Lange’s CLOCKS was 
picked to be displayed on inauguration day, 
and many fellow townsrodents are coming to 
congratulate him,” Hans explained. 

“Holey cheese, how many clocks 
are in here?” Pam asked, her eyes nearly 
POPPING out of her snout. 

“About a hundred,” Hans replied. “As soon 
as they are made, we hang them up to be sold.” 

i L°Vt this one with the dog!” Violet 
exclaimed, walking closer to get a better 
look. 
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MER,£ER,T LAD6E, mASTER, SLofiKmAKER, 



Hans blushed. “Thanks! 
I actually made that one.” 

Right then a gruff voice 
called out, “Hans, there 
you are! I have been 
looking for you! I need you 
to pack this clock for the 
carnival. I have something 
iMPORtaNt to take care of.” 

The friends turned to see the 
master clockmaker himself, Herbert Lange, 
staring at Hans and looking a bit §P322!!®(S- 

“Of course, Herbert!” Hans answered 
before introducing the Thea Sisters. 

“Congratulations on your clock!” Colette 
squeaked. 

“Urn, well, yes,” Herbert muttered, barely 
acknowledging Hans’s friends. 

Instead, he directed his 0aze at Hans. 











MER.&ER.T LAI16E, mAgTER. fiLofiKmAKER, 



“Hans, Pm trusting you with the clock,” he 
warned before he abruptly SCAMPERED off. 

How odd. The Thea Sisters weren’t used 
to being snubbed. But before they could ask 
Hans about it, he said, “FOLLOW ME!” 







MAtlgEL AtlD 
SBETEL’g SLOSK 


Hans led the mouselets to Lange’s private 
workshop to see the famouse Hansel and 
Gretel clock. 

“Your teacher isn’t exactly the chatty 
type,” Pam whispered to Hans, hoping the 
clockmaker was long out of earshot. 

“Herbert doesn’t have the best social 
skills,” Hans consented. “But he is a skilled 
Guilder of cuckoo clocks.” 

Standing in front of the magnificent 
clock, the Thea Sisters had to agree. 

“It must have been a really LONG and 
COMPLEX project,” Nicky commented. 

“When you have a PflSSDQC , nothing 
is too complicated,” Hans replied. 

The Thea Sisters nodded. 
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HAnSEL Ano (SR-ETEL’S fiLofiK 



Hans was right, because the same was true for 
all of them as well. They each had something 
they loved to do more than anything in the 
world. 


Hans told the mouselets that Herbert had 
been inspired to make the Hansel and Gretel 
clock by the famouse Gwmb’ Uuw^tak. 













UAnSEL Ano SRETEL’S CLOCK 


Apparently the fairy tale takes place in the 
Black Forest. 

“But every cuckoo clock has its own story, 
with a miniature world made up of its own 



characters, objects, and Sf 


details, 


the ratlet concluded. 

“Wow! Does that mean that there are no 
two cuckoo docks that are the same?” 
Pam asked, amazed. 

Hans nodded his head. “That’s right. Each 
and every piece attached to the clock is 
carved by paw with UNIQUE features that 
match perfectly with that particular cuckoo 
clock,” he replied. 

For a moment, Hans seemed lost in thought, 
staring at the IffilDCBCDQffDlGCISDir cuckoo 
clock with admiration in his eyes. Then the 
young clockmaker asked another apprentice 
to help him pack up the clock. 
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MAnSEL APO 6R,ETEL’S fiLofiK 


The Thea Sisters WATCHED in silence 
while the ratlets wrapped it up. 

First, they wrapped the clock in a large 
white fleece blanket. Then they wrapped it 
in bubble wrap and carefully taped it. Then 
they carefully placed it in a box. 






















UAnSEL Ano BETEL’S CLOCK 


Finally, the two apprentices D0L?(A't0L J Y 
laid the clock inside a wooden box. 

“All done!” Hans declared, pleased with 
his work. “Franz, can you tell Herbert that 
the HAN/EL AND CRETEL clock is safely 
packed and that I will be meeting him here 
tomorrow morning to seal the box?” 

After Franz left the room, Hans turned to 
Pam and her friends. “Tomorrow morning, we 
can leave all together for lake Titisee. 
As for tonight, I booked a room for you at 
a really nice Gasthaus nearby,” he 
said. 

The Thea sisters were thrilled they would 
get to spend more time with their new 
friend Hans. And they couldn’t wait for the 
carnival! 

“And I have an even bigger surprise,” Hans 
continued. “How would you like to see an 


34 






UAI1SEL Atlt> SRETEL’S SLofiK 


cncRuictsc cuckoo clock? It’s right 
here in Schonach. We can actually walk 
around mSiDe the clock!” 

“We’d love to!” the Thea Sisters 
squeaked. 
















rnSTDE A <2U<2KO0 
< 2 U>(?Ki 


The group walked around and took in some 
of the sights. Hans led the Thea Sisters 
through downtown &PcJumouch until they 
reached what appeared to be a cottage with 
a GIANT clock face in the center. 

“Is this really a clock? From here, it just 
looks like a house . . .” Nicky noted. 

“Wait until you see the inside. I am so 
excited to show you! It looks like you are 
standing inside a real WOPkinj clock!” Hans 
explained. “Come on, I’ll show you!” 

Pam was the first to step inside the clock 
house. Uoly cheesel The sight left 

her SquedKLeSS! 

All the gears of a regular clock were there, 
but they were much BIGGER! 
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inSiDE A euekoo eioeki 



“Wow! This is amazing!” Paulina squeaked, 
looking around. 

“I have always thought so,” Hans said. “It’s 
one of my favorite places. The clockmaker 
and owner of this house took three years to 
make it.” 

“Unbelievable!” Nicky chimed in. 

“Let’s go outside to look at the cuckoo!” 
Violet suggested. 

Everyone went outside except for Pam, 
who was getting very close and inspecting 
the gears trying to figure out how they 
worked. She was fascinated! 

At seven sharp, the cuckoo out of 

the window. The Thea Sisters jumped back a 
bit, startled by the size of it. 

“That’s one big bird!” Colette observed. 

“That’s amazing,” Violet squeaked. “I read 
in one of the guidebooks that this is not the 
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TnSiDE a eueKoo eioen 




only cuckoo that is so large.” 

“You are absolutely right. 

There is one other cuckoo 
clock that also has a huge 
bird. That clock is in the 
village of Triers, and 
it’s also impressive. The 
paw-carved cuckoo bird 
is more than fourteen feet 
long and weighs more than 

three hundred and thirty 

pounds!” Hans explained. “If 
you have some extra time, you 
might want to take a trip there to 
take a look. It really is a sight to see.” 

Right then a cold wind ruffled everyone’s 
fur. 

“Brr,” Colette said, shivering. “It’s getting 
pretty chilly.” Hans could see that the 
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i nSTDE A euekoo eioeki 


mouselets were starting to shiver a bit, so the 
group headed back to the Gasthaus. As they 
walked they were treated to the magical 
sight of fresh 
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WE’RE REAOy FOR 
THE SARPfVAL 


The following day, the village of Schonach 
woke up to a soft blanket of no . 

The Thea Sisters had a healthy breskf^St, 
then waited outside the Gasthaus for Hans 
to pick them up. 

Nicky stared at the snow with a twinkle 
in her eye. She quickly made aSnOtVbdll 
and took aim at Pam, who was checking her 
phone. 

“Who did that?!” Pam squeaked, wMrfiJig 
around with a laugh and spotting Nicky. 
“You’re in for it now, sister!” 

Pam threw a snowball at her, which 
barely missed her. Nicky made another 
one and aimed for Paulina, who was all set 
up for battle. 
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WE’RE REAOy FOR TUE eARO? VAL 


“I’m not PLayiNG! I don’t want to get my 
fur wet . . Colette began to say, when a 
snowball hit her. 

She stood silently in shock for a moment. 
The other mouselets tried to muffle their 


























WE’R.E R.EAOy FOR, TUE fiAR,n? VAL 




Squeaks of laughter. Eventually, she gave 
in and joined the fight. 

Soon the mouselets were engaged in an 
all-out, honest-to-goodmouse towlrolf 
ffgftt. When Hans arrived at the Gasthaus, 



















WE'RE READY For. TUE eARDfVAL 


he saw the mouselets covered in snow, 
with snouts iredl from the cold, happily 
hugging and laughing. 

Herbert, who was driving, stared at them 
in silence. How awkward. 

The Thea Sisters quickly ShOOk the 
snow off their coats and climbed into the 
van. Hans greeted his friends warmly, but 
Herbert didn’t squeak a word. Could it 
be that he disapproved of snowball 
fig ? Or maybe he just didn’t like the 
mouselets? 

Luckily, Hans chatted away excitedly to 
his friends, distracting the mouselets from 
Herbert Lange’s ©(LtfSDQQ© behavior. 

After about an hour, the Thea Sisters saw 
a sign for the town of Titisee. Suddenly, the 
most amazing view spread out before them. 
It was a picturesque town on a half-frozen 
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we’re REAoy for. tue carnival 


lake, surrounded by snow-covered PINE 
FORESTS. The mouselets couldn’t take their 
eyes off the i*iag/iific,e/vt sight. 

The HQE3S19 M$Wmm was full 

of surprises, one after another! 

“It’s beautiful here, isn’t it?” Hans asked 
them. “We are so used to this view, but it 
leaves an impression on anymouse who sees 
the TOZef: lake for the first time.” 

Paulina nodded while snapping pictures. 

“Can you i^e-Sk^-be on it?” Nicky inquired 

“In some parts, yes, you can,” the ratlet 
replied. 

“I would like to try!” Nicky exclaimed. 
“Me too, even though I’m no expert,” 
Pam squeaked. 

Then Herbert spoke for the first time, 
instructing Hans to finish unloading the 
€L©CK before he went skating. 
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WE’RE REAOy FOR, TUE fiARn?'VAL 


“Of course, I definitely will, Herbert.” 
Hans nodded. 

The van drove FARTHER into downtown 
Titisee, which was decorated with snowy 
trees, and a thousand glittering lights 
hanging on the streetlamps. 

Finally, Herbert pulled over outside a big 
building, with a HU) -and- GOLD 
banner that read, Cuckoo Clock Carnival. 

“This is the carnival headquarters,” Hans 
declared. “The Hansel and Gretel clock will 
be displayed here.” 

Right then two strangers came out of the 
building and greeted Herbert and Hans. 





WE'RE READ"/ FOR. TUE eAR,nTVAL 


kj 

Herbert introduced them as Gustav 
and Bert, members of the Cuiclidd Clock 
Carnival planning committee. 

They both helped unload the 
clock from the van. 

“Let’s put it over here,” Herbert said, 
POINTING to a spot next to the largest 
pedestal in the hall. Then he took some tools 
from a toolbox to remove the clock from the 
box. 

The whole room grew silent in anticipation. 

THE CHEST OF HONOR WAS 
ABOUT TO BE REVEALED! 

☆ ft ft ^ft 
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A TERRIBLE 
gUR.PR.fgE 


Even though the Thea Sisters had already 
seen the H AN/EL AND CRETEL CLOCK, 

they were still excited and couldn’t take their 
eyes off the wooden box. The clock was one 
of a kind, and they couldn’t wait to see it on 
display. 

With (&RETUL paws, Herbert eased open 
the box and with his helpers laid it on the 
pedestal. Then they unwrapped the protective 
layers around the clock. 

“What a MOUSTURiPlECEd” Gustav 
exclaimed, eyes shining. 

Herbert beamed, filled with pride over 
his creation. But as quickly as his smile 
appeared, a second later it disappeared. A 
look of HOI^OI} replaced it. 
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A TER.R.TBLE gUR.PR.TSE 


“B-b-but this can’t be!” he squeaked, 
turning completely red in the snout. 

“What is it, Master?” Hans asked, worried. 

THE WITCH! SHI 

Herbert replied. 

Hans immediately checked the base of 
the clock. He rubbed his eyes twice before 
admitting the awful truth: The witch figurine 
was gone. 

“I don’t know what happened . . .” Hans 
mumbled, shaking his snout in 
“I trusted you!” Herbert exploded, 

CL/WiNC at Hans. 

“I don’t understand. When I packed the 
clock, everything was in order,” Hans said in 

I715BELJEF. 

“Maybe the figurine fell off when you were 
packing it?” Pam said, trying to help. 
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A TERRi^LE gUR,PR.?SE 



“Good idea, Pam. We could check the 
fleece blanket that was used to Z/B/2P 
the clock,” Nicky added. 

“If we can’t find it, maybe we can substitute 
it with another one,” Paulina offered. 



purine 






















A TER.R.I&LE SURPRISE 


By now, Herbert’s fur was dA/nAiMjfy on 
end. “That witch was stuck on! It did not just 
fall off!” he squeaked furiously. “And no, we 
can’t replace it with another one. 

“The witch is an essential part of the clock, 
and it must be the original one. If not, the 
clock cannot («][]n®D0{F^7 for the opening 
ceremony.” 

In fact, without Herbert’s magnificent 

HAN/CL AND GRETEL cuckoo clock, the 
whole Cuckoo Clock Carnival event would 
need to be reorganized. 

“Herbert, is there anything I can do?” 
Hans asked sadly. 

“You did plenty already. I trusted you with 
the clock, Hans. I am very disappointed in 
you,” the master replied. 

Hans hung his head as Herbert STORMED 
out of the room. 






A TER.R.T&LE gUR.PR.iSE 



“Oh, Hans, we all saw how carefully you 
packed the clock,” Paulina said, trying to 
make him feel better. 

Pamela began RUMMAGING through the box 
that had held the clock. Suddenly, she let out 
a squeak. “Hey, there’s something here!” 

“Is it the witch?” Hans asked 


hopefully. 

“No, it’s a SILVER BUTTON 
Pam replied. 

“Maybe it belongs 
to whoever stole 
the witch figurine!” 

Paulina speculated. 

MOLDY MOZZARELLA! 

The missing witch 
figurine was turning 
into a real mystery! 

Just then Hans, who had 


mutton? 
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A TERRi&LE SURPRISE 




been closely inspecting the 
wooden base of the clock, 
shook his head. “This is 
strange,” he muttered, 
a puzzled expression 


crossing his snout. 

“WHAT^” Pam inquired. 

“Look at this. This is where the witch was 



I ,” he explained, pointing to a spot. 


“You can barely see it,” Colette observed. 

“Exactly, which makes me think that the 
figurine was taken out by someone who 
knew exactly what they were doing, like a 
craf+smocise clockmaken,” he replied. 

The Thea Sisters nodded in agreement. 
Only a rodent who knew the fine art of clock 
making would have been able to REM©\?E 
the witch figurine without a scratch to 
the delicate cuckoo clock. 
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A TERRIBLE gUR.PR.iSE 


“And even more than damaging the 
clock, the thief wouldn’t want to damage the 
figurine. After all, stealing the witch was 
the original plan!” Colette concluded. 







A RJTEIID Tn nEED 


Unfortunately, knowing the witch had most 
likely been stolen by a seasoned clockmaken 
didn’t make Hans feel any better. Herbert 
had put him in charge of protecting the clock 
and he had it. He felt like the 

security mouse at a bank who falls asleep in 
the middle of a cat burglary. 

“The witch (HBSSpipKBSlEPCSdl under my 
watch. Herbert is right to be upset with me,” 
Hans groaned, p&ClN() back and forth. 

“Don’t beat yourself up, Hans,” Pam 
advised. “This is not your fault.” 

A minute later, Herbert stamped back into 
the room. “I am going back to ^oJumaxJb to 
search the workshop. Maybe I can find some 
clues that will help me figure out who stole 
my precious figurine right out from under 
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A FR.TEOD 10 tlEE-D 


someone’s snout!” he announced, shooting 
Hans an ANCiUY look. 

Hans stared at the floor, mortified. 

“I am 5DRR* Master Lange. You have 
every reason to be VPttT; however, 
what happened is not Hans’s fault,” Paulina 
exclaimed, jumping to the ratlet’s defense. 





















A FfcT Eno I n nEED 


“You don’t understand. No one here 
understands,” Herbert sniffed. 

“What do you mean?” Pam asked. 

“That witch was a one-of-a-kind figurine, 
°N0 °P A K°ND,” he repeated to stress 
the importance of that statement. 

The Thea Sisters and Hans looked at one 
another. What could they say? Hans had 
already explained that each cuckoo clock 
was uu^lcjfOe,, but Herbert was acting like 
they were GELQDGELGSG. 

Still : hMiftO, he went outside and boarded 
the van headed back to Schonach. 

No one squeaked. 

Finally, Pam spoke up. “Well, what do we 
do now?” 

“How about we go sit somewhere so 
we can think this through?” Violet suggested. 

Everyone agreed getting Hans away for a 
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A FR.IEno In nEED 



little bit seemed like a rafasfac idea, so they 
pulled on their warm coats and headed into 
town. It didn’t take long for the mouselets 


































A FR.TEHD i n tlEED 


“These la Of cheddar scones are whisker¬ 
licking delicious!” Pamela squeaked, biting 
into her third cheesy treat. “Take them 
away, before I eat them all!” 

Hans and the rest of the Thea Sisters 
broke into laughter, and soon they were all 
happily squeaking away about everything and 
anything... except cuckoo clocks! The sisters 
were relieved to see their new friend’s mood 
improved. Unfortunately, it didn’t last long. 

Right then the cuckoo clack in the 
tearoom struck the hour, abruptly bringing 
everyone back to reality. 

“I have to find that witch figurine or 
the whole Cuckoo Clock Carnival will 
be ruined ... all because of me!” Hans 
lamented, tugging nervously at his whiskers. 

“Why does Herbert keep saying that we 
don’t understand the significance of the 
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A FR,iEOD 10 I1EED 


missing figurine?” Colette 
wondered aloud. 

Hans explained that 
when Herbert first 
came up with the idea 
to build the Hansel 
and Gretel clock, he 
said he was inspired by 
a witch figurine. 

“Let me guess, it was the same witch statue 
that B02/3BBGQBGB,” Pam suggested. 

Hans nodded. “Exactly. He told me that 
the figurine was one of a kind. Unique, old, 
and precious.” 

“Therefore, if I understand you correctly, 
the witch figurine was not Specifically 
made for this clock,” Violet reasoned. 

“No, it’s much older. And Herbert did not 
make it.” 
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A FR,?EDD i n PEED 


“So who made it?” Paulina asked. 

“I don’t know; Herbert never told me,” 
Hans replied. 

“Hmmm . . . this is getting more and more 
cP . . .” Nicky mumbled. 

“But it seems that the key to solving 
this mystery all revolves around this 
mysterimouse FIGURINE.” 

Hans closed his eyes as if trying to make the 
missing figurine magically appear. Suddenly, 
he sat up straight and kllnktd. “I just thought 
of something!” he squeaked. “It might 
not mean anything, but I remember 
there was a S-b<tnP at the base of the 
witch statue!” 

He took a pen from 
his pocket and began 
drawing on a paper 







A FRT EDD I n flEED 



“Villingen?” Colette read when 
he showed them the drawing. 

“It’s another town in the 
Black Forest . . ” 


“And it’s a great clue we can use to 
start our investl9dtion!” Pam declared. 








TRA<2K?n6 DOWtl 

THE W?TSU 


The Thea Sisters agreed the best place to get 
more information on fillin(|6n was, of course, 
in the town itself! 

“Road trip!” the mouselets squeaked in 
unison. 

“How will we get there?” Paulina asked, 
ready to search on her TFflBUQT?. 

“I’ll borrow Bert’s car,” Hans replied. “In 
fact, my cousin Greta lives in the town of 
Villingen. She moved there to open a bakery. 
She can help us investigate!” 

“Perfect!” Colette replied. 

“Perfect that she owns a bakery, too . . .” 
Pam squeaked, already dreaming of the 
delicious desserts they might discover. 

Hans chuckled as he assured the mouselets 
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TR,A6K?n6 oown TUE WiTfiU 



that his cousin was a truly fabumouse baker. 
“Wait till you try her BlacK Forest caKe!” he 
squeaked. 

“BlacK Forest caKe?” Pam inquired. “I never 
heard of it.” 

“Something tells me that’s about to change!” 
Colette giggled, eyes twin kit n g. 








TR,A£K?ri6 Down TUE W?T£U 


Before long, Hans and the Thea Sisters 
found themselves back on the road on another 
mouserific adventure! Destination: Villingen! 

With their snouts pressed closely to 
the windows, the mouselets were blown 
away by the unbelievable view. Wide-open 
valleys and mountains covered 

in snow were in stark contrast to the dense 
MYSTERIMOUSE-looking woods. 

“Wow! This place is 
squeaked Nicky in appreciation. 

“I am happy you like it!” Hans replied. 
“I purposefully picked this route so that you 
could jyV*o/®y the unique scenery of this 
area.” 

“It is all worth it!” Paulina confirmed. 

A little while later, the group arrived in the 
town of Villingen. 

Hans parked the car and the group began 
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TR.A6K?n<S Oown TUE WiTfiU 


walking toward the downtown area. As they 
walked, Hans explained that Villingen was 
the site of the first factory, in 1858 

and an extraordinary cfock/ TYUMlMJUU/lfl. 



fSSg. 

















































































TR,A£K?n6 Down TUE WiTfiU 


“I’d LOW to visit!” Pam squeaked. 
Everyone agreed that the ITKHJSeUFYl 
was a must-see, but first they needed to get 
CrQCkinQ on the case. 











































































































TR,A5K?I16 oown TUE WiTCU 


Just then the group arrived in front of a 


beautifully dCCOffltCd store window. “This is 


my cousin’s bakery,” Hans announced. 
When they got closer, however, the 

/ mouselets saw a note on the door. It read: 

/ 

/ 


/ 



/ 


\ 


\ 


“Rats!” Violet squeaked. “What are we 
going to do now?” 

“Let’s wait for a little bit . . .” Colette 
suggested. 

After a few minutes, though, the group grew 
tired of waiting. The o d air ruffled their fur, 
and still there wasn’t a rodent in sight. 


70 







TR,A£KTri6 Down TUE WiTfiU 



To pass the time, Paulina began looking 
up information on the WITC0 STAMP on her 
tablet. 

“I’m not finding anything,” she sighed. 

“Hey, I’ve got an idea!” Colette suddenly 
squeaked up. “How about we go check out 
the Ctode, IfYl/SUAJUJUrfll Maybe we can find 
some useful infomatiOTl there!” 

“Good idea,” Hans replied. “If the stamp is 
famouse, they will know all about it.” 
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DiFFffiULT 

RESEARCH 


The Clock Mouseum was located in an old 
building right in the center of Villingen. 
When the group arrived at the entrance, the 
door was open, so Hans and the mouselets 
stuck their snouts inside and squeaked loudly, 

"Hello* Anybody here?” 

An older rodent with gray fttr appeared 
behind one of the display cases. He was 
holding a brush in his right paw and a can of 
WclX in this left paw. 

“Good afternoon, mouselets. I am sorry, 
but the mouseum is Closed today,” he said. 

The KDC3D caretaker explained that the 
group would need to return the next day if 
they were interested in a tour. 

“Thank you very much,” Hans replied. “But 
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Difficult researcu 


we are not here to visit the mOUSeum.” 
“We are looking for information on a 

STAMP; Colette added. 


“What kind of stamp?” the caretaker 




























Difficult r,esear.cu 


;tv ange 


“This one,” Hans said, showing him 
his napkin drawing. “It was carved on the 
bottom of a FIGURINE that was made for a 
cuckoo clock.” 

The caretaker put his tools down and 
peered at the napkin. “Well, would 
you look at that!” he exclaimed. 

“Do you recognize it?” Paulina 
asked, hopeful. 

“But of course! It is a very 
famouse old stamp. In fact, 
some of our OLDEST 
clocks on exhibit have that 
very same stamp.” 
“1U2ALL.YV Can you show 
us one?” Nicky asked excitedly. 
The caretaker led the mouselets 
into the next room. He opened a 
display case and took out a small 





Difficult researcu 




“These figurines 

are CHRVED so 


cuckoo clock with 


so 



perfectly!” Hans 
commented. “Look 

at the intricate details of this little lamb.” 


You certainly know what you are squeaking 


about, young rat,” the caretaker said, smiling. 

He wasn’t surprised when Pam pointed out 
that Hans was studying to be a clockmaker. 

“Then you must know AntoN KeLLeR ” 
he remarked. 

Hans scratched his snout. “The name 
sounds familiar . . .” 

“KeLLeR made the most amazing clocks,” 
the caretaker explained. Turning the clock 
around, he added, “Here is his stamp.” 
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DiFFifiULT R,ESEAR.<*U 


“Oh my goodmouse! That's it!” Paulina 
exclaimed. 

Hans and the Thea Sisters could hardly 
contain their excitement. Now all they had 
to do was find Anton Keller! 

Unfortunately, the caretaker explained that 
Keller had retired many years ago. 

“But perhaps you can go speak with George 
Ziegler. He’s another craftsmouse clockmaker 
who now works in Keller’s old WIIG^Rsh^p. 
Maybe he can help you,” the caretaker 
suggested. 

“Is his workshop in Villingen?” Colette 
asked. 

Nodding, the older rodent s-ccnwpereJ 
over to a small desk and began rummaging 
through the drawer. “Ah, here it is!” he 
squeaked, holding up a business card and 
handing one to Colette. The card read: George 
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OfFFfeuLT RESEARCH 


Ziegler, master clockmaker, 

Villingen. 

“Thank you, you have 
been most helpful!” 

Hans exclaimed, waving 
good-bye. 

The group returned to the street in great 
spirits. The inVGSti^cLtiOn was on! 
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THE <?0LLE<?T0R, 


George Ziegler’s workshop was right around 
the corner, not far from Hans’s cousin’s 
bakery. The bell above the door JfrlVGt'&X) 
as the friends scurried inside. Holy cUsees© 
sttfcllss, the place was TICKING! Cuckoo 
clocks of every size and shape covered the 
walls, each with their own musical ticktock. 

Just then a craftsmouse wearing a blue 
WORK APKON appeared. “Hello, how can I help 
you?” he squeaked politely. 

“Hello, we are looking for SeOPge ZfegleP,” 
Hans told the mouse. 

“That would be me!” the rodent replied. 

The group quickly explained the purpose 
of their visit. While the mouselets were 
SQUEAKING, George listened attentively. 
It seemed George had, in fact, purchased 
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TUE COLLECTOR, 



the workshop from Anton Keller not that 
long ago. But when he heard that the 
mouselets were /EEKING information 
on a figurine carved by Keller, his eyes 
QPGDOGD wide. 

“Well, isn’t that a strange coincidence,” 
he said, Poking his fur. “I haven’t heard 
Keller’s name since I bought this place and 
now I’ve been asked twice about his 
figurines in the same week!” 

“Really?” Paulina asked, curious. 

“Yes, a stranger came in and asked about 
his old cuckoo docli and carved WOODEN 
figurines,” he replied. 

What were the chances that another 
rodent would be SGQPChlHC^ for Keller’s 
figurines? The Thea Sisters agreed; the 
cuckoo clock mystery was getting more 
interesting with every tick+ock of the clock! 
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THE eoLLEfiToR, 



After the stranger’s inquiry, Ziegler said he 
unearthed a couple of Keller’s figurines. “He 



tell us anythin 
G* *boUt: Keller? 


asked a6 

















TUE eoLLEfiToR. 


offered me a large sum of money, so I sold 
them,” the rodent continued. “I figured he 
was probably a collector.” 

“What kind of figurines were they?” Hans 
asked, a serious look on his snout. 

“A female mouse wearing a traditional 
dress and a with a bundle of 

wood on his shoulders,” Ziegler replied. 

“I wish we could have seen them,” Nicky 
lamented. 

“Oh, but you can!” the craftsman assured 
them. 

Apparently, Anton Keller had meticulously 
cataloged his work by taking PiCt of 
each and every piece. Ziegler left the room 
and returned a few minutes later carrying a 
stack of dusty record books. 

He set them on the counter and started 
going through them. “Here they are,” he 






TU£ fioLLEeToR, 



said, showing them two pages from one of 
the books. 

“Keller’s work is extraordinary,” 
Hans commented, looking closely. “But it is 
really weird that a stranger would buy these 

FIGURINES right now.” 

“If you think about it, the whole story is 
strange. First Lange’s witch dlSdpp^ClftS, 
then a mysterimouse collector goes looking 
for Keller’s o|(f figurines ...” Nicky recapped. 











tme collector, 



“Could you describe what the collector 
looked like?” Colette asked. 

“Um, he was TALL . I can’t remember 
his snout well... he might have had a beard, 
or no, maybe a mustache . . . I’m sorry, 
I see so many rodents each day,” Ziegler 
confessed. 

Without a better description, the chance of 
finding the stranger seemed hopeless. Then 
Ziegler remembered one important detail. The 
stranger had been dressed in an Qx^Qjn'dbjQ^- 
looking jacket that was ftViSSiAlGa a 
button. 

Hans and the Thea Sisters exchanged 
excited glances. Ziegler had no idea but 
he had just given them hope in 
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THE fioLLEeToR, 



-SST-; 

J ^.' <**"£ 
y ^ x? 








now you’BE 

g<5UEAK?n6i 


When Ziegler stopped squeaking, Colette 
told him about the button they had found in 
Herbert Lange’s box after UNPACKING the 
Hansel and Gretel cuckoo clock. Hans pulled 
the button out of his pocket and showed it to 
the clockmaker. 

The craftsmouse looked at it cioseiy as 
the mouselets held their breath. Finally, he 
announced, “Yes, I believe this is the same 
button. It is quite UniQUG.” 

“Maybe the collector went to 
to look for other Anton 
Keller figurines,” Colette guessed. 
“And maybe it was him who stole 
the witch,” Paulina whiSpePed. 

The mouselets had a lot to think about now 
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now you’RE gQUEAk?n6‘ 


that they had possibly discovered where the 
missing button had originated. Hans 
suggested they discuss the case further over 
a delicious slice of BlacK Forest cake at his 
cousin’s bakery. 

“Now you’re squeaking!” Pam agreed, 
picturing herself nibbling on the sweet treat 
in the cozy bakery. 

Thanking Ziegler for his help, Hans passed 
the record book back to the craftsman. It 
was then that he noticed a second name on 
the cover of the book. It read: H©rb©rfj 

Lanqe! 

To the mouselets’ amazement, Ziegler 
explained that Herbert Lange was one of 
two apprentices at Anton Keller’s shop. He 
showed them a picture of Herbert in 
the book. 

“IT’S HIM!” Paulina cried. 
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now YOU’RE gQUEAKin^i 




“Do you know him?” Ziegler asked. 

“I am the apprentice in his workshop, in 
Schonach,” Hans replied. 

Suddenly, it was crystal clear as to why 
Herbert was so fond of the witch figurine . . . 
it was COilTVOdl by the man who trained 
him! 

“Why not ask Lange about Keller’s work?” 
Ziegler suggested. 

Hans shook his snout. If only it were that 
simple. Unfortunately, he told the mouse, 
Herbert was an intensely p/uvafe rodent. 

The more Hans thought about his master’s 
Silence, the worse he felt. Why hadn’t 
Herbert told Hans he had worked for 
the famouse Anton Keller? After all, an 
apprentice’s job was to learn everything 
about his QB'QQ'i). Ziegler had also told the 
mice that the other in Anton’s 
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now you’&E §QUEAK?n<si 


workshop was named Josef Schutzen. But 
Herbert had never mentioned him. WH ? 

The mouselets thanked Ziegler for his help 
and left the shop feeling even more confused. 
To the mood, Pam linked paws with 






now you'RE gQUEAk?n6i 


Hans and declared, “Come on, everyone! It’s 
time for cake!” 

Following their friend’s lead, the Thea 
Sisters resolved to put the mystery on hold as 






















now YOU’RE §QU£AK?n6i 


they headed past quaiNt shops and stores 
on their way to the bakery. And SOFMfl j 
out the clues to the mystery would surely be 
much easier after a slice of BlacK Forest caKe! 








(JAKE, SAKE, AtlD 
WORE fiAKEi 


When they arrived at Hans’s cousin’s 
bakery, Pam stopped. CaKSS, ChoCofiatT 
pastRitS, and fFllif fflFfS were delicately 
displayed on shelves and cake stands in the 
bakery window. 

“Holey Cheese! What a view!” Pam 
exclaimed. “Everything looks soYUMMV! 
I might never leave!” 


The Thea Sisters 


desserts/ and p[ ans erupted in 



laughter. 

Still cracking up, 
the group entered 
the bakery and was 


immediately 
enveloped in 
















efit KE, SAKE, AnD moR.E fiAKEU 


the sweet, comforting 

aroma of homemade 
pastries. 

A young mouselet with 
a long blond bhciid 
appeared from behind a 
fkwer-prmted curtain. 

“Greta!” Hans shouted. 

“Hans! What a nice 
surprise!” she replied, a 
wide grin Spreading across 
her snout. 

“I’m sorry I didn’t have a 
chance to let you know we were coming. 
These are my friends Pam, Colette, Nicky, 
Paulina, and Violet.” 

Greta welcomed the Thea Sisters to her 
bakery with open paws. 

“Congratulations, Greta. This place is 
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SAKE, CAKE, AflD moRE CAKE' 


IXloTj-SGRifiC!” Pam squeaked, admiring 
the tastefully decorated shop with its 
paint, sleek counters, and cozy tables. 

Greta smiled. “How about a 5VEET 
TREAT while you tell me the reason for 
your visit?” 


they replied, eagerly 
climbing onto stools at the counter. 

Disappearing behind the curtain, Greta 
returned shortly with a large chocolate cake 
topped with cherries. 

“This is the typical dessert from this area 
in Germany. It’s called BldCK Forest Cake, 
just like the forest,” she explained. 

“It looks PCLKlOUf!” Colette exclaimed. 

“Believe me, it is,” Greta confirmed, cutting 


slices and Sd*ViXlcj them to her guests. 

“This is the BEST cake I ever had!” Paulina 
squeaked. 
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fiAKE, CAKE, ADD moRE SAKE! 



BLacK FoaesT Cane 


It was created in the Black 
Forest, and it first 
appeared around 
1930. It was inspired 
by the traditional 
black costume the 
local ladies wear: black 
with white blouse and 
headdress with red pom¬ 
poms, just like red cherries. 


“Can I have another piece, please?” Pam 
asked. “I want to remember the flavor. 
Maybe we can make it when we get back to 
Mouseford Academy.” 

Colette WlNKeD at Pam. The mouselets 
glanced at each other and giggled. 

“Okay, okay, I’m really having another 
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CAKE, CAKE, AflD moR,E CAKE' 


slice because it’s so ^abuHOuSe!” Pam 
confessed, chuckling. 

In the meantime, Hans filled Greta in on 
the details of their trip including the missing 

Witch FIGURINE, the silver button, 

the Clock Mouseum, and George Ziegler’s 
shop. 

“I know Ziegler well—he is very KIND,” 
the cousin nodded. 

“He was very helpful,” Paulina agreed. “He 
told us about a to Pinups collector who 
has been looking for old figurines CARVED 
by Keller.” 

“And we found out that Keller was Lange’s 
master, but he never told me about it,” Hans 
went on, a worried look on his snout. 

“There had to be some connection between 

the carved figurines, the mysterimouse 

collector, Keller, and his old apprentices . . . 
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SAKE, SAKE, AflD mofcE (SAKE! 


Herbert Lange and Josef Schutzen,” Paulina 
mused out loud. 

“You mean, in addition to the STAMP? 
Hans asked, putting the paper napkin 
with his drawing from his pocket and setting 
it down on the counter. 

Greta LOOKED at the napkin carefully. 
“Oh my goodmouse!” she squeaked, jumping 
up. “I can’t believe it! I have definitely seen 
this before. It’s identical to the stamp of an 
old cwckaa clack I saw not too long ago 
at the Baden-Baden baths. I remember my 
friend who works there pointed it out to me!” 

“It must be another ANtoN KeueR 
clock!” Violet squeaked. 

Apparently, the clock in Baden-Baden 
wasn’t \^QBKOCO(3 well, Greta explained, 
and the shop was looking for an expert to 

FIX it. 
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fiAKE, SAKE, M\0 moRE fiAKEi 


“Looks like we just figured out our next 
stop,” Pam announced, swallowing her 
last piece of cake. 

“Baden-Baden!” the Thea Sisters agreed, 
inviting Greta to join the search. 
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OFF TO 

BADEn-BADEM 


Early the next day, the Thea Sisters and 
Greta 5@CjMp§1R£d to the train station and 
waited for the train departing for BADEN- 
BADEN. Hans accompanied the mouselets 
to the station, but he had decided not to join 
them on the excursion. 

“Are you SUI"£ you don’t want to come?” 
Greta asked Hans as the train 090096 
up to the gate. 

“Yes, I have a lot to do here. Plus, I have 
to think things through and I want to call 
Herbert. Maybe he will t6ll 1716 more about 
his former colleague Josef Schutzen,” he said. 

The mouselets boarded the train, which 
left a little while later. Pamela and Greta 
stood by the Window to wave good-bye to Hans. 
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OFF To &ADEn-BADEM 




“Well, even if we don’t find any clues, we 
can still check out the Baden-Baden thermal 
baths i read about,” Colette suggested. 

“Oh yes, the baths are mouserific!” Greta 
confirmed. 

After a pleasant trip through 

the t>#Hl#fif|fs! snow- 
covered German 

















OFF TO &ADEn-&ADEni 


countryside, the train arrived at the Baden- 
Baden station. Stepping off the train, Greta 
and the Thea Sisters were greeted by icy 
snowflakes and a COld, biting wind. 

“Brrr, it’s Paulina exclaimed. 

“One more reason to visit the warm baths!” 
Greta squeaked as she led her new friends 
through the streets of BADEN-BADEN. 

“It’s so pretty!” Violet exclaimed, looking 
around. Sturdy, bright lanterns hung 
from festive garlands between the many 
shops and buildings. And there were lots 
of restaurants, cafes, and bakeries crowded 
with tourists squeaking happily. 

“JJow magical!” Nicky exclaimed. 

“It is magical! Especially because of the 
thermal baths!” Greta replied, stopping in 
front of an impressive building with m 
windows. 
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OFF To BADEn-BADEO! 




“Here we are! These are the famouse 

Friedrichsbad Roman-lrish baths, 

~ 7 


























OFF TO £ADEn-£AD£rU 



“F@Wm©USe!” Violet said. 

“Wait until you go inside! ” Greta exclaimed, 
ushering the mouselets into the building. 

“I think we are in for the perfect stress-busting 
afternoon!” Colette squeaked excitedly. 
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WHAT A 

DEL?6HTFUL gfiEtlTi 


As soon as the mouselets stepped into the 
entrance to the baths, they were enveloped 
by the sweet scent of h©W£R 5 and warm 

%'cinillci. 

“It smells like heaven in here!” Violet 
squeaked, lifting her snout and DIPPING 
the air. 

Greta nodded, explaining that the thermal 
baths used only Tid^urci/ oils and salts. 

Then she ^campere*) to the reception desk, 
where she asked if she could squeak with her 
friend. 

“Of course, let me get her for you right 
away,” the receptionist squeaked pleasantly. 

The receptionist returned with another 
mouselet by her side. “Hi, Greta, what a nice 
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WMAT A DEL?6UTFUL gfiEPTi 



surprise!” the mouselet (\tA£(XHd, hugging 
her friend. The pin on the mouselet’s uniform 
read Anita. 

“I’m so sorry I didn’t call first,” Greta 
apologized, returning the hug. 

“NO Worries- You know you can come 
anytime!” Anita replied warmly. 

Greta introduced the Thea Sisters one by 
one. Then she explained how 
the mouselets were a surpr; 5e/ 


Cuckoo Clock 
Carnival that 

was starting in 
two days. 


then, and we need y 
Greta went on, a 


there to attend the 


to solve a must€ 


“The problem is 1 










WMAT A DELT6UTFUL SeE\)Tl 



look on her snout. Anita’s eyes grew IQP96P 
as Greta filled her in on the missing witch 
figurine and the strange Anton Keller stamp. 

“Wow, this is a real Wtf$f#ff !” Anita 
exclaimed. 

“Yes, it is. And if we don’t solve it soon, 
the carnival will be ruined.” Greta sighed, 
chewing her whiskers. 

Anita wasn’t sure how she could help the 
mouselets with their investigation, but 
she quickly assured them she was on board. 

“Fabumouse!” Colette squeaked. “We 
would like to take a look at your CYickdQ 
dick. Greta told us she saw one here.” 

“Hmmm ... the only cuckoo clock we have 
is in the back office,” Anita remarked. 

“I remember you showed it to me a couple 
of months ago,” Greta squeaked. 

“That’s right! Follow me!” Anita led her 
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WMAT A 0ELT6UTFUL gfiEPTi 



friends through the hallways. 

They finally arrived in a sma££ room with 
a cuckoo clock hanging on one wall. 

“It’s completely ^Coofe©!” Pam exclaimed, 
surprised. 


Strang 












WMAT A DELT6UTFUL gfiEOT' 


“And completely D?FF0R0NTi than what 
we have seen so far,” Colette added. 

“As far as I know it’s supposed to be quite 
old. That’s the reason why it sometimes 
doesn’t work,” Anita explained. 

In fact, the Thea Sisters learned that just 
the previous week the cuckoo clock had been 
packed up and sent out for repairs. Gathering 
around the pF©Cl©MS antique, the mouselets 
carefully compared the stamp on the back of 
the clock with the ANtoN KeueR drawing. 

“Yep! It’s a real Keller all right!” Colette 
confirmed, pointing. “The stamp is dGfltlCQ !” 

“Anita, you just said the clock was recently 
fixed,” Paulina remarked. “Do you know 
who repaired it?” 

Anita shook her snout but offered to check 
the payment records for the name of the 
repairmouse. 
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WMAT A 0ELT6UTFUL gfiEPTi 


The Thea Sisters watched as Anita went to 
a file cabinet in the corner of the room and 
POLLED out the drawer. She took out a folder 
filled with what appeared to be 
bills and payments. Then she e \ s Schut* e 
began sorting through them 
one by one. “Here it is!” she 
squeaked at last, holding 
up a piece of paper. “Let’s 
see . . . the clockmaker 
who repaired this was 
a mouse named JOSEF 

SCHUfZEN. 

“Oh my goodmouse! The same apprentice 
who WORKED for Anton Keller!” Paulina 
told Anita. 

The sisters quickly filled Anita in on their 
suspicions. Josef Schutzen just might be the 

mysterimouse collector! 



in 









WMAT A DELT6UTFUL gfiEOT' 


“We need to squeak to Schutzen as soon as 
possible!” Pam cried. 

Luckily, the clockmaker’s address was 
listed on the invoice Anita had pulled from 
her files. He lived in the town of Triberg, a 
picturesque village known for its world 
famouse waterfalls. 

“Wow! Can’t wait to see them!” Nicky 
exclaimed, RUBBING her paws together in 
anticipation. It was no secret: Nicky loved the 
outooors almost as much as freshly baked 

CHEESECAKE! 

The sisters agreed they would continue 
their iltVCStigUtiOH in Triberg, but first 
they would return to Villingen to pick up 
Hans and fill him in on their findings. 

“Before you leave, how about a dip in one of 
our H tft M (\ L $ ° 0 ?” Anita suggested. 

“Count me in!” Colette replied. 











WMAT A DEL?6UTFUL SfiEPTi 


The rest of the Thea Sisters readily agreed, 
and soon they found themselves relaxing like 
pampered mice in a LljXlrRioTjS outdoor 
thermal pool. Ah! 

flutkfftf tike a warm bath 
surrounded if cold siiowt 
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TtiFoRmATton 

ExeuAnee 


After the relaxing baths, the Thea Sisters 
boarded the train back to Villingen with 
renewed 

“I’m glad we followed Anita’s suggestion,” 
Paulina exclaimed. 

“You said it!” Violet squeaked. “A Wcll?M 
pool in the middle of snow-covered country 
was really Magical!” 

For a while, the sisters mused about their 
day at the baths and the other 
treatments offered at Baden-Baden. 

“Maybe someday we can return to try them 
out again,” Colette sighed. 

As the train carrying the Thea Sisters 
CHUGGED farther and farther away from the 
station, the mouselets’ thoughts returned to 
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rnFoR.mATion exeuArteE 



the mystery of the missing figurine. It 
didn’t seem likely that Hans’s master, Herbert 
Lange, would suddenly start iKiH about 
his past. Herbert was a mouse of few words. 
Still, there must be a S6Cr6t to uncover .. . 



















































rnFoRmATion ExeuArteE 



Before long, the train arrived at its 
destination and the mouselets 
out into the cold night air, heading straight 
for Greta’s cozy apartment. The hot steamy 
baths of Baden-Baden seemed a distant 
memory as they . : through 

the fey snow. 

“Welcome back!” Hans exclaimed when 
at last the mouselets burst through Greta’s 
front door. “I was just putting 
the kettle on to make some 
hot tea. Would you like me 
to make you some?” 

“Oh, yes, please!” the 
mouselets replied at the 
same time, shrugging off 
their Ijeavy winter jackets. 

They couldn’t wait to tell Hans what they 
had found out. 
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rnFoR.mATion ExeuAn^E 



Yes 


“So Josef Schutzen is still working in the 
iQQSfl 06B0SS3 !” Hans squeaked 
after the mouselets had updated him. 

“That’s right, and he repairs Anton Keller’s 
clocks,” Colette replied. 

There was a long MOMENT OF SILENCE, after 
which Greta asked her cousin, “Did you call 
Herbert Lange?” 

“Yes, I did.” Hans 

• Al° U talk? 

nodded, scratching 
his head. “He was 
still very UPSET about 

the MISSING witch. I 

asked him about 
Josef Schutzen, and 
he acknowledged that 
they once worked 
together in Anton 
Keller’s worshop.” 










tnFoR.mATion £xeuAP6£ 



Still, Hans reported, Herbert Lange clammed 
up completely when the ratlet attempted to 
ask him any more questions. He would only 
say that he had not heard from Schutzen in a 
long, long time. The whole thing was rather 
odd. 

“Perhaps, though, if we find Schutzen, 
we might be able to find out more,” Hans 
suggested. 

“One step ahead of you, Cousin!” Greta 
giggled. “Anita helped us get Schutzen’s 

. He lives in Triberg!” 

Hans grinned. Now they were getting 
somewhere! Triberg was only a couple of 
hours away! With renewed excitement, 
the mouselets made a plan to leave for Triberg 
early the next morning. 

As snow drifted down from the starry 
skies, the friends spent the evening squeaking 
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around a COZL) fire. The mouselets and the 
mystery were finally heatin9 up! 














































A JEWEL OF A Town 


The following morning, the Thea Sisters, 
Greta, and Hans left for Triberg. As soon as 
they arrived, the mouselets agreed it was a 
breathtaking town. Triberg was located in a 
valley lined by green hills. The iuAh, forest 
surrounded the houses like a thick, protective 
blanket. 

Like all the other towns on the clock route, 
the whole town was festively decorated with 
llffhte and (JWrMfldte strung everywhere. 

“These towns are so beautiful!” Colette 
observed. 

“Uh-oh. Look at the sky,” Paulina noted, 
staring at the clouds. “I think it’s 

about to snow.” 

Not wanting to get stuck in a 
the mouselets got down to business. 
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A JEWEL OF A Town 



“Let’s try that store,” Pam suggested, 
pointing to a clock shop across the SCJliart 1 . 
“Maybe they know Josef Schutzen.” 

“Good idea. I am sure Schutzen is well 
known in town since he repairs clocks,” 
Nicky said, hopeful. 

Inside the store, the mouselets 
were greeted by the smell 

) 























































A JEWEL OF A Town 


of wood and varnish and soft, CHeeRFOL 
music. A shopkeeper wearing a traditional 
Black Forest costume welcomed them and 
asked if she could help. 

“Good morning, madame. We are looking 
for some information about a clockmaker,” 
Hans began. 

“Well, you are in the right place,” the 
shopkeeper replied, smiling. 

“His name is JOSEF SCHUrZEN,” Pam clarified, 
stepping forward. 

Upon hearing that name, the shopkeeper’s 
eyes opened wide. “Oh my goodmouse! I 
haven’t heard that name in a long, long time!” 
she squeaked. 

She explained that many clockmakers lived 
in Triberg, but Josef Schutzen was not one of 
them. “He lives a very QUIET, secluded life and 
rarely comes into town,” she told the mouselets. 
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A JEWEL OF A Town 


How strange. If Schutzen was such a 
recluse, it was hard to believe he had traveled 
all the way to Baden-Baden to fix the cuckoo 
clock at the thermal baths. Perhaps the 
ElMfteOD clock was mailed to his address? 
The more the Thea sisters discovered, the 
more QmKMCW they seemed to have! 

“I think we will just have to visit Josef 
Schutzen at his home,” Pam declared. 

“Good idea,” Nicky agreed, turning to the 
shopkeeper. “Do you know know how to get 
to his house?” 

The good news was the shopkeeper gave 
them directions to Josef Schutzen’s home. 
The bad news was he lived in a small 
wooden cottage in the middle of nowhere! 

“Take the PfltH at the end of this street. It 
leads straight to the (9(D09GG(D00. 
Cross the bridge and continue on until you 
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A JEWEL OF A Town 



see a small clearing in the WOOdS,” advised 
the shopkeeper. 

The mouselets said good-bye and SCUffiCd 
out into the square. Following the directions, 
they soon found themselves on the path that 
LED through the woods. 
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THE HEART OF THE 

&la<?k Forest 


The group of friends trudged through the 
dense woods in a single line. The cold air 
smelled of pines and bark as light snowflakes 
DRIFTED down from the sky. They were 
cold and out of breath, but they didn’t care 
one bit! 

“What a MOUSERIFIC place!” Nicky 
exclaimed. “It’s like a SaiRyLaNpr 

Eventually, the steep path changed into a 
gentler uphill, lined by rocks and lumpy tree 
trunks. 

It’s so beautiful! 

“Sometimes, when you see a place often, 
you forget how magical it really is. The Black 
Forest has been the inspiration for some of 
the most world-famouse FAIRY TAFBS. 
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Hans 


; 


And many mo\fi6S are filmed here,” 
squeaked as they walked. 

“This place is so QlJliT . . ” 
Violet noted, staring at the trees 
looming around them. The forest 
felt so mysterimouse. It was almost 
as if the trees were guarding old 
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secrets. . . and a little bit SPOOKY, 

to be honest!” she finished, whiskers 
beginning to tremble. 

“Oh come on, Vi, don’t be so silly. 
WHAT COULD HAPPEN? We are 
all together!” Pam soothed, trying to 
calm her friend. 


-These are very 
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THE HEART OF THE ^LA6K FOREST 


“I’m only saying I would hate to get lost 
out here on my own,” Violet responded. 

Right then a heavy clump of nou fell 
from the branches of a tree. The mouselets 
jumped with fright. 

“It’s just a tree saying hello,” Hans joked. 

A few minutes later Colette heard another 
sound. “Do you hear that?” she asked. 

“It sounds like water,” Nicky guessed, while 
Hans and Greta exchanged a knowing look. 

The QEOSISOOQQ Triberg waterfalls were 
just a few pawsteps away. 

Hans and the mouselets stopped right by 
the wooden bridge that looked out over the 
falls. 

Together the group stood admiring the soft 
^TJCODTPLi DQ/HD3 that erupted from the 
flowing water. 


Everyone burst out laughin 
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THE UEA-R.T OF THE &LA€K FOR.EST 


“Wow. This is amazing!” Violet said. 

“You can certainly say that Josef Schutzen 

did not pick an ordinary place to live,” 
Nicky noted. 

“It’s a bit isolated for me,” Colette replied. 
“He must be a /PECIAL rat,” Greta 
went on. 

“Well, you could say Herbert is, too,” Hans 
supposed. “I wonder if their particular ways 
kept them from being good FRIENDS. I 
am very curious to know more about their 
past as Keller’s apprentices.” 

On that note, the friends agreed it was time 
to pick up the pace. If the snow continued 
FML \JVC at this rate, they might have 
trouble on the return trip. 

The mouselets crossed the bridge and 
continued following the path, sticking close 
together. Before long, they reached a small 
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TI-lE UEART OF TUB £LA6K FOREST 



clearing with a LITTLE WOODEN cottage 
at its center. White smoke BILLOWED 
from the chimney. 

“Here we are,” Hans said. “This must be 
Josef Schutzen’s house.” 
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TME WTtlTER, 
F0R,EgT CLoSK 


Once they reached Schutzen’s house, the 
Thea Sisters and their friends stood still 
for a moment, holding their breath, full of 

exciTeMeNT. They were about to meet a very 

talented mouse who might be able to help 
them solve their big mystery! The show falling 
from the sky was the only thing moving. 

“What do we do? Should we knock?” 
Colette suggested. 

Hans and the mouselets took a few PAWSTEPS 
to the door. They knocked a few times, but 
nobody answered. Colette, Hans, and Greta 
peeked through a window. 

The others did the same, looking through 
a side VliNDOVl. 

“There’s no one home,” Hans said. 
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Suddenly, a voice from 
behind them said, “Who are 
you? What are you doing 
here?’ 

Hans, Greta, and 
the Thea Sisters 

whirled 


Who 






























tue wtnTER, forest eioek 



around to discover a stranger wearing a 
heavy winter jacket and wide-brimmed hat. 
He had a beard and in one paw he clutched 
a bundle of sticks. 

“Oh, we are terribly sorry ... we do not 
mean to disturb you ...” Hans started saying. 

“Well, you did,” the stranger muttered. 
“Please leave.” 

“Sorry, it’s just really important that we find 
Josef Schutzen,” Violet explained. “We have 
some questions we would like to ask him.” 

Just then, a GUARDED look came over 
the stranger’s snout. 

“We just need to have a quick chat with 
him,” Greta squeaked. “About some figurines 
carved by Anton Keller. We’re sure he would 
want to help us.” 

Finally, Pam bluvled out, “Are you 
Josef Schutzen?” 
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TUE WiDTER, FOREST fiLofiK 


The master clockmaker stood SILENTLY 
for a few moments, then at last nodded. “It’s 
me,” he said, walking to the door. “You might 
as well come in. Please wipe your wet shoes 
on the porch.” 

Hans and the mouselets looked 
at one another, stomped the if ^ 

snow off their paws, and 
followed Josef Schutzen inside. I 

The house was very simple, 
but clean and well kept. A 


wood stove was on, (jfMTiy 
W&RM1N4 the air. There 
were beautiful clocks hanging 
on many of the walls. 



“Please, sit down,” Josef said, 
taking off his jacket and hat. He 
offered his guests some 
tea. 































































TUE WiDTER, FOREST fiLofiK 



After the IjOAlCa trek through the 
3tio\tfy forest, the Thea Sisters were happy 
to sip the delicious hot tea. 

In the meantime, Hans was looking around 
for clues that might connect Schutzen to 
Herbert Lange or Anton Keller. 

“Are you working on a new clock?” Hans 
asked, noticing a workbench at the back of 
the room C0VGP6D with a cloth. 

“Can you show us?” Pamela asked, curious. 

“Sorry, I couldn’t. It isn’t ready yet.” 
Schutzen responded. 

“That’s okay, we aren’t experts,” Coco 
said, smiling. “But while we have been here 
we have seen some pretty clocks. 

I bet yours is just as good!” 

“Just as good?” Schutzen looked a bit 
uncertain but eventually he walked to the 
workbench and revealed an enormouse, 
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tue wToter, forest eLoek 



stunningly beautiful cuckoo clock. 

“I bet this is better. What do you think?” 
He asked PROUDLY 

The mouselets were squeakless as they 
studied the clock. It was incredible! It was 
set in a snowy landscape full of figurines, 
decorations, and details cairved! with the 
utmost care. There were two beautiful 
fairies holding up the face. And there was 
even a figurine that looked a lot like Josef 
himself. 

Suddenly, Pam jumped up. “Holey cheese, 
those are the two figurines we saw in Ziegler’s 
book! And that one ... is Herbert’s WITCH!” 

At the same time, Colette looked at Josef’s 
jacket, hanging by the door. It was missing 
a Silver button! 

Holey cheese! They had stumbled across 
the answer. Josef Schutzen was the thief of 
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the witch figurine! But the mm wasn’t 
completely solved yet. The friends needed to 
find out . . . 


why?! 











o 

I 



Art) THE TMTEFi 


The Thea Sisters and their friends couldn’t 
take their eyes off Josef. They could hardly 
believe that the witch thief, the mysterimouse 
COIIGC+Ot and Anton Keller’s apprentice 
were all the same rodent! 

“How do you know about the witch?” 
Schutzen asked before anyone else could 
squeak a word. 

“I apprentice for Herbert Lange,” Hans 
firmly replied. “That FlGURlNE belongs to 
the Hansel and Gretel cuckoo clock . . . and 

it was STOLEN! 

The master clockmaker turned Tfc. With 
a bowed snout, he admitted he had taken the 
figurine. 

“But why?” Colette asked. 

“We already know you and Herbert were 
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I Am TUE TUTEFi 



apprentices at the same time. Weren’t you 
friends?” Paulina continued. 

A ^to^totglc look passed over Schutzen’s 
snout. “Yes, we worked together in Villingen.” 

Opening a drawer, he pulled out an OLD 
photograph and showed it to Hans and the 
mouselets. 

The two ratlets were watching Anton Keller 
work with sra»fl©§ on their snouts. What 
made them stop squeaking to each other? 


















I Am TUE TUtEFi 



“We had different opinions about a certain 
issue . . . mostly about that clock,” Schutzen 
admitted sadly, pointing to the piece. 

The Winter Forest cuckoo clock was 

Anton Keller’s most ambitious work. He had 
spent most of his life working on it. 

When Anton retired, he left his clocks to 
Herbert and Josef. Schutzen wanted to finish 











I Am TU£ TUTEFi 



the Winter Forest clod , but Herbert did 
not. The two argued, and things were never 
the same after that. The workshop closed 
and the mice went their separate ways. 

“But you still wanted to finish it...” Pamela 
suggested. 

“Yes, I kept all of the original plans for the 
clock,” the older rodent admitted. “I created 
most of the d8G@P<slti©nS, but I wanted to 
get some of the original pieces.” 

“Like the WITCH,” Nicky guessed. 

The mystery was slowly coming together. 
But still something didn’t make sense. 

“Why didn’t you just ask Herbert for the 
FIGURINE?” Hans asked. 

The clockmaker admitted that had been 
his original plan. In fact, he had traveled to 
Schonach in order to talk to Herbert. But 
when he saw all of the txcifc'€nri'€Ntfor 
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the HANSEL AND GRETEL cuckoo clock, 
Schutzen quickly realized Herbert would 
think he was just jealous of the attention. He 
would never give up the witch. 

“So you stole it,” Paulina declared. 

“And now, with no witch, the Hansel 
and Gretel clock cannot be displayed at the 
Cudoa Clock Carnival; ” Colette pointed 
out. 

Josef shook his head. “I know I’ve made a 
mess of things. But I don’t know what to do. 
I can’t remove the witch now that the Winter 
Forest clock is finished!” 

Right then Hans had an idea. What if Josef 
took the clock to Titisee? Then everyone 
could see the amazing Winter Forest clock 
along with the HANSEL AND GRETEL clock! 

As Schutzen considered the suggestion, 
the mouselets held their breath. If Josef 
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agreed, then not only would the HflSSSlfl|f 
witch figurine make it to the carnival, but 
once there, the two mice could finally talk 
and maybe even reignite their friendship. 

Josef agreed. 

the mouselets cheered. 
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HELL©, 

HERBERT ooo 


When the group arrived at the Titisee Clock 
Great Exhibition Hall, it was clear that 
something was wrong. Worried, official¬ 
looking rodents SCM about 
sqimking into phones. Only then did 
Josef realize the problems he had caused by 
stealing the WITCH FlGXJRlNE. 


“Oh, dear, I am so embarrassed,” he 
squeaked in despair. “I had no idea how 
important the carnival is for everyone.” 
“The important thing is that you are here,” 


SOLUTION 


\” 


Hans replied. “We will find a 
Right then Herbert walked in and SUDDENLY 
stopped right in his paw tracks in front of 
Josef. They stared at each other, squeakless, 
for a long, long, long moment as the Thea 
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HELLO, HERBERT » o o 



Sisters watched in HeTVQUS anticipation. 

Finally, Josef broke the silence. “Hello, 
Herbert, I owe you my and some 

explanations, too,” he confessed. 

“Hello, Josef, I am very surprised to 
see you here,” Herbert replied, SHOOTING 
a look at Hans. 


X o* e You my a 
















MELL.0, U£R,£ER,T 0 0 0 


“There is something I think you should 
see,” Hans said softly. 

Then, without another word, Hans and Josef 
began to carefully unpack the box containing 
the exquisite Winter Forest clock. Herbert 
watched the rodents’ every movement with a 
PUZZLED expression. But his expression 
turned to complete shock when the contents 
of the box were finally revelead. 

“I cannot believe it . . . the Winter Forest 
cuckoo clock!” Herbert exclaimed. “You 
actually made it—you finished our master’s 
project!” 

“You know how Important it was to 
me,” Josef replied. 

“So much so that you STFQHQ that!” 
Herbert exclaimed, pointing to the witch 
figurine standing at the base of the 
masterpiece. 
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Josef knew the only way he could make 
things right was to return the figurine. So 
he carefully unglued the delicate wooden 
PIECC^RSTII^W and handed it to 
Herbert. 

“I really am SOFF^ , Herbert,” he squeaked 
as the mouselets looked on, smiling. 



^of eS ^ cuc ^°° clock/ 
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As much as he wanted the witch figurine, 
Herbert realized the PReCfotjS piece truly 
belonged to the Winter Forest clock. After 
all, it was an Anton Keller original and taking 
it wasn’t the right answer. After insisting 
Josef return the witch to its rightful place, 
Herbert grinned at his old friend. 

“But what is going to happen to the HAN/EL 
AND CRETEL clock?” Pam asked, worried. 

“I will try to explain to the carnival 
organizers,” Herbert replied. Then he turned 
to Josef. “You did a fabUITOUSe job with our 
master’s project. I’m sorry for not believing 
in you all those years ago.” 

The two friends shook paws, tears in their 
eyes. 

Greta, Hans, and the 
Thea Sisters rejoiced, cheering for the two 
old friends. 
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HELLO, HERBERT 


0 0 0 



It seemed everything was working out. 
Well, almost... if only there were some way 
to display the HAN/EL AND CRETEL clock. 
But without the 9VIVSSVI1C| piece, it seemed 
hopeless. 

“Isn’t there something that can be done?” 
Violet asked, disappointed. 

“Yes, it’s such an amazing clock. It deserves 
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to be shown!” Colette 
chimed in. 

Ever since the 
witch figurine went 
rvwssih^., Hans had 
been thinking about 
how he could help. 
There was only 
one solution. He 
would try to make a 
RtpUCtMCNT. Now 
he pulled the piece 
out of his pocket and presented it to Herbert. 

“I know this is not nearly as GOOD as the 
Anton Keller piece, but maybe we could use 
this,” he suggested nervously. 

Herbert stared at the figurine. It was 
identical to the one that was stolen! 

“You carved this?!” Herbert asked, 
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incredulous, turning the witch over in his 
paws. 

“Yes, while I was in Villingen,” Hans 
admitted. “I know it’s not as IPECIRi but I 
was hoping . . .” 

“Not as TPECIfU?” Herbert squeaked. 
“It’s AMAZIMg, my dear ratlet!” 

“I agree with my colleague and friend,” 
Josef agreed, happily inspecting the figurine. 

Fantastic!” Pam exclaimed as Greta 

proudly hugged her cousin. 
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WOtlDERFUL flEWg 


When Bert and Gustav walked into the 
cuckoo clock Great Exhibition Hall later that 
day, they were surprised by the FESTIVE 
atmosphere. They were expecting to see a lot 
of disappointed snouts following the news 
of the missing figurine. Herbert quickly 
filled them in on what had happened and 
introduced them to Josef. 

Then he showed them the Inter Forest 
clod . In the end, it was agreed that both 
clocks should be in the exhibit. 

“The new FlGURlNE is mouserific, and we 
want to display your j^buiflpuSe clock, 
dear Herbert!” Gustav concluded. 

Upon hearing those words, everyone 
breathed a sigh of RELIEF. 

Hans was so EHCiTEO that his work had 
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WOflDER-FUL PEWS 



received such praise. In fact, he could barely 
believe his own ears. And then an even more 
amazing thing happened. Herbert turned 
to Hans and announced that the ratlet was 
ready to be promoted from to 

full-fledged assistant! 

“Thank you, Herbert. I will not let you 
down!” Hans squeaked happily. 



celebration 6e^, 












WonOERFUL PEWS 



After that, Herbert insisted the mouselets 
take the rest of the day off. 

“I heard you say you might want to go ICG- 
smiNg? ” Herbert exclaimed, winking. 
“Come on, Hans, let’s go!” Nicky said 
excitedly. She could not wait to put 



1 \\\V' e 'P ! on her ICG SK3tG ! 

“Okay, but if you need me, 
Herbert...” Hans protested. 
“I can help him with 
anything he needs.” Josef 
said. 

“Go, you deserve it!” 
Herbert ordered, smiling. 
While the mouselets headed 
to the Hans thought 

about his master’s change of 
heart. It was the first time he had 
seen Herbert genuinely happy. 
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“It’s all because of you, Hans,” Greta said. 
“I couldn’t have done it without your help,” 
Hans replied. 

“That’s what J*lPi6Hcf3 are for!” Pam 
said, beaming. 

Soon all seven mouselets were skating 
around the T GTE lake, breathing in the 


clean pine-scented 
air. 

“This is amazing!” 

Pam shouted right 
before losing her 
balance as she tried 
to skate backward. 
Hans, who was 
skating right beside 
her, was able to 
catch her. 

“Are you hurt?” 












WonOERFUL flEWS 



he asked her while holding her in his paws. 

“No, I am okay! Th-thank you for CATCHING 
me,” Pam thanked him shyly. 

“You are welcome!” he replied, BLUSHING. 
Their friends couldn’t stop smiling. 
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the eueKoo 

<?Lo<?K 
<?AR,nfVAL 

The following day, the entire town 
was ready for the Cuckaa Clack 
CaPHit/al, due to start in the 
afternoon. 
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As the Thea Sisters waited with the 
crowd, Colette could not take her 
EYES off two mouselets distributing 
event brochures who were wearing 
the traditional Black Forest 
cogtuFieg. 















































TUE CUCkoo CLOCK CARIIi VAL 


“Wouldn’t it be great to wear a faditiona! 
costume?” the mouselet squeaked. 

“Hey, why don’t we all wear the costumes? 
It will be fun!” Paulina suggested as her 
friends nodded in agreement. 

“I am in, too, mouselets!” Greta said. 
“Follow me! I will take you to a very special 
store where you can find all the traditional 
costumes you want!” 

The store was a small BOUTIQUE full 
of pawmade costumes, created by the local 
seamstresses. The Thea Sisters had a blast 
trying them all on. Then they each Gllsose 
one, complete with the traditional headgear 
with red pom-poms. 

When they were ready, they scampered to 
the SqU9P£ just in time for the carnival. 

The carnival organizers and the town 
officials were standing on the stage and 
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behind them . . . two MONUMENTAL 
cuckoo clocks were displayed! 

“Wow! is that the Winter Forest clock?” 

Colette asked, surprised to see it displayed. 

“The jury thought it was so beautiful 
they decided to display it next to Herbert’s,” 
Hans replied, joining his friends. 

The Thea Sisters smiled at one another. At 
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last the two clocks and the two fviends 
were back together. 

“Real (FrfevsdlsSfivp lasts furever!” Pam 
squeaked happily, WINKING at all her friends 
as the band announced the start of the 
Cuckoo Clock Carnival. 



170 









The Thea Sisters have been invited to the 
Cuckoo Clock Carnival in Germany! They 
arrive at the Black Forest to find that a 
part of a famouse clock has been stolen. 
The mouselets are on the case. Can they 
find the thief and return the clock before time 


runs out? 



Pamela 

is a peacemaker 
who can't stand 
arguments. 


Paulina 

loves traveling 
and helping other 
rodents. 


^ Violet — 

is detail-oriented 
and always open 
to new things. 


Nicky 


is always in a good 
mood when she's 
outdoors. 


Colette 


is energetic and 
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